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On the whole, I look back upon that year as
one of mental liberation,  and for that  reason
perhaps the most important in my life.    Hitherto
my education had been transacted in a rather
stuffy atmosphere and, though I had done fairly
well in the examination department and taken a
not-disgraceful degree, I was, to all intents and
purposes, a profoundly ignorant and narrowly
limited young man.    It was Norton, I think, with
his Dante readings and the subtle comments that
flowed from them, and next to him William James,
with his power of seeing through words and
phrases to the realities they conceal (the essence of
pragmatism) who first aroused me to open the
eyes which mere book-learning had closed.    What
wonder that my acquaintance with the American
people, begun at a point so  favourable and at a
time of life when impressions sink deep, should
have ripened into  my  present  love  of them,
surviving the shock of many subsequent  dis-
illusions, but continually quickened as my know-
ledge widened of the bitter conflict which the
better elements of that nation sustain against the
worse*

From among the abundant memories of this
annus miraUlis of my youth I will select but one,
wMch may possibly furnish the reader with a
momentV entertainment and throw a passing
gleam of light on New York as it then was.

At Harvard I had formed a friendship, which
.lasted till his death, with the metaphysician Josiah